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since.) In the old novels, the hero frequently took
the heroine round the museums and galleries, and
astonished her by the extent of his. knowledge and the
power he had of making everything live. "Look at
this," he would say, pointing to half a Grecian foot,
a Roman hand, the bottom of an Egyptian vase, or
the remains of a Babylonia* water-jug; and then he
would sketch lightly the whole background of the
civilization, the remote and enchanting pa&t, from
which this object came. That is the kind ot man I
should like to be when I visit one of these places.
And I never pass beneath that colonnaded main
fagade without telling myself very firmly that this
time there must be no nonsense.

If there was a little room somewhere in the British
Museum that contained only about twenty exhibits
and good lighting, easy chairs, and a notice imploring
you to smoke, I believe I should become a museum
man. I should have time then to look at something
properly, to meditate over it; As it is, however, I
wander from room to room, floor to floor, in a kind of
uneasy dream. I begin to feel like a ghost as I flit
past those rows of gilded coffins, down those long
aisles flanked by colossal-winged lions and man-
headed bulls. I do not say that this is altogether un-
pleasant. Perhaps extreme old age is something like
this, when you drift like a dead leaf through the winter
of your years, and your very grandchildren and the
younger members of the club seem as remote and
fantastic as winged lions and man-headed bulls. Per-